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syren from the bay; on the quays the human voices blended
into a solid roar, broken by loud shouts of command, the
neighing of horses, the whistles of steamers. Somewhere
along the railway line fighting was going on. There was a
muffled thunder of guns; in the intervals between titi&
shots the burning rattle of machine-gun fire was faintly
audible. Beyond the mountain pass a rocket flew high into
the heavens, sprinkling light. For a few seconds the humped
summits of the mountains grew visible, lit up by a green
translucent light, then the sticky darkness of the southern
night covered the hills once more, and the artillery cannonade
sounded still more distinctly and frequently, blending into
a steady roar of gunfire.